HOME TOWN 

Finally, we return to 
East Palestine, Ohio, 
to meadow’s of my 
dad’s blackberries, 
your grandmother’s 
porch, trains running 
behind it, your old 
house’s green pool, 
our backroads of 
scampering foxes, 
pop songs on car 
stereos, street fairs. 
Highschool dances 
and diners flood our 
hearts, in love with 
where we came from. 


